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possession of the soul, a sundial on the wall bears
this inscription Christian yet bourgeois, *ULTI-
MAM COGITA.* The roofs are dilapidated, the
blinds always closed, the balconies are filled with
swallows' nests, and gates are locked. Tall herbs
and grasses trace in green lines the chinks and
crevices of the stone portico; the locks are rusty.
Sue and moon, summer and winter and snow*
have rotted the wood, warped the planks, and
worn away the paint. The gloomy silence is un-
broken save by the birds, the catss the martens,
the rats, the mice, all free to scamper or fly, and
to fight and to eat themselves up.

"An invisible hand has written the word
'MYSTERY* everywhere. If, impelled by curiosity,
you wish to look at this hoiise^ on the side toward
the road you will see a large gate with an arched
top, in which the children of the neighbourhood
have made large holes. This gate, as I heard later,
had been disused for ten years. Through these
irregular holes you can observe the perfect har-
mony which exists between the garden side and
the courtyard side of the premises. The same
neglect everywhere. Lines of grass surround the
paving-stones. Enormous crack furrow the walls,
the blackened eaves of which are festooned with
pellitori. The steps of the portico are disjointed,
the rope of the bell is rotten, the gutters are drop-
ping apart. What fire from heaven has fallen